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into the level stretch behind us. But beneath the
willow foliage our men were sitting in quiet content
on a small bench, telling each other endless stories,
as was their wont on the village plaza. They also
discussed the price of pigs and talked of the year
1925 when the corn stood so high in the fields. The
younger men on the other hand were passing round
portraits of their sweethearts or, with their tongues
lolling, were writing letters of which they decorated
the margin with coloured pencil drawings. But
the fine weather had changed my four chicquetillos
more than the rest. They were like frisking lambs
led out to pasture for the first time, and their animal
spirits were almost not to be kept within bounds.
Diogracias, who has a small belly and a mouth
that always smiles, does sentry duty with nothing
on except shoes much too big for him, white shorts,
a steel helmet, and only a belt and gas mask hanging
from his naked body. Agapito Salido has been
indulging too freely in sun bathing, and his skin is
peeling off like the bark of a plane tree. Pedro
Nenni, who is not satisfied with the portrait I drew
of him because it makes him look too much like a
small monkey, is perpetually grinning with a
sardonic smile which stretches from one low-hanging
ear to the other. From the decorative point of view
these recruits have not greatly added to the dis-
tinction of our new army ! But that is the least